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PREFACE 

The story of Ko Ngai is from a collection en- 
titled "A Hundred Examples of Filial Piety," trans- 
lated from the Chinese by P. Dabry de Thiersant in 
1877, and appearing later in Lafcadio Ream's beau- 
tiful short story, "The Soul of the Great Bell." 

'^^ Mrs. Archibald Little also tells it in her book of 

^ travel "Round My Peking Garden," quoting at 

length from the original legend. We find it again 

^ in "The Yellow Jacket" in the following lines 

^ spoken by the chorus : 

''The great bell calls me. The bell-maker cast it 
of pure gold and silver but its notes proved brazen. 
The Son of Heaven was supremely annoyed. The 
bell-maker recast it. When the metal was molten, 
to save her father's life, for fear its notes would 
again carry base tones, Ko Ngai, his daughter, dis- 
posed of her body by springing into the mass of 
white heat; so her soul became of the bell wrought 
by her father. The m£tal welded with her spirit, 
and its tone was then one of harmony and love.'' 

In "The Singing Soul" the author has chosen to 
elaborate on the theme without doing violence to 
historical facts. The reign of the Emperor, Yung 
Loh, was noted as an era of peace; therefore, the 
author feels permitted to attribute to him the quali- 
ties indicated in the play, also to introduce other 
fictitious characters for the sake of the plot. At the 
same time she wishes to acknowledge her indebted- 
ness to the writers above-mentioned for the inspira- 
tion furnished in the writing of the play. 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS 

KwAK Vu, a mandarin of the Illustrious Ming 

dynasty. 
Tsi Moo I 

Ting Ling > The mandarin's daughters. 
Ko Ngai J 
Yen, a servant. 
Yung Loh, Celestially August Emperor of Peking, 

Son of Heaven. 
Pao Chen, a student df the stars. 

(More characters may be Introduced if performed 
out of doors, to include a dance by the nre spirits 
and the bellsmiths.) 

Time: Five hundred years ago in the flowery 
Kingdom. A room in the mandarin's house. 



THE SINGING SOUL 



A CHINESE LEGEND 

Scene. Interior of Kwan Yu's house in Peking, 
showing an upper room leading out upon a ter- 
race or balcony which overlooks the courtyard. 
Exits R. and l. On the walls are Chinese ban- 
ners, and in the c. a low tea-table with cups 
and saucers, teapot, a sweetmeat jar, and a vase 
holding a spray of plum blossoms. On the R. 
up stage, a teakwood table, on which stand the 
ancestral tablets of Kwan Yu's family, and be- 
side them two lighted tapers, also a jar holding 
sticks of incense. On the L. a carved seat large 
enough for two. Further up stage a long mir- 
ror resting on the floor, and beside it a bowl of 
goldfish. 

SCENE I 

Kwan Yu, Ting Ling and Tsi Moo DISCO V- 
ERED when the curtain rises. Kwan Yu, the 
father, is standing at l. before his ancestral tab- 
lets; Ting Ling is kneeling at the r. in front 
of a long mirror resting on the floor, and ar- 
ranging flowers in her hair. Tsi Moo is also 
at R. kneeling over a gold-^fish bowt feeding the 
fish) 

Kwan Yu. (Taking three sticks of incense and 
lighting them on the tapers beside the ancestral tab" 
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6 THE SINGING SOUL 

lets) Three times I bow to the tablets of my ances- 
tors and pray the gods may attend me and prosper 
my work, f Kwan Yu kneels) 

Tsi Moo. Our unhappy parent! Seven nights 
and days has he knelt before the tablets of his ances- 
tors, preparing himself for this fatal hour. 

Ting Ling. (Turning away from the mirror) 
Our honorable parent was a fool to undertake the 
contract. His ambition will destroy him. A gun- 
maker turned bell-smith! Tis unheard of. Let the 
shoe-maker stick to his last. 

Tsi Moo. But think of what he gains if he suc- 
ceeds ! The favor of the emperor, the ruby button 
and a peacock feather for his mandarin hat. The 
Son of Heaven has set his heart upon this bell which 
is to be most wonderful in tone, the sound of it to be 
heard through the length and breadth of Peking. . . . 
Our father was a maker of munitions ; he won his 
way to court by moulding firearms that pleased the 
rulers on the dragon throne in earlier time. But 
our new emperor is of different mind ; he has no 
taste for conquest, but would live in peace, con- 
tented with his books. Therefore, to hold his office 
and to please Yung Loh, our fatfier rashly under- 
took the contract. Then to make sure of its success, 
he advertised for bellsmiths far and wide, skilled in 
their art ; and in the courtyard at our very door, he 
set this melting pot, where daily he may watch the 
workers* progress. If luck attends him he has 
promised me a necklace of jade beads. 

Ting Ling. A jeweled fan I'll choose for mine. 
Tsi Moo, let us drink our tea. (They rise and go 
toward table, where they sit and pour the tea. 
KwAN Yu has risen and is standing at r., where a 
curtained entrance opens out upon a balcony over- 
looking the courtyard. He draws the curtain aside 
and looks out) 
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KwAN Yu. The men have begun to arrive. At 
sundown the bell will be cast — for good or ill — as 
the gods decide. Twice was the metal poured into 
the waiting mould, but when the bell had cooled, its 
lips were cracked and fissured with a hundred 
seams. Silver and gold had gone into the mould, to- 
gether with iron and brass, for so the Son of 
Heaven decreed ; but, alas, the metals were too far 
removed, they spumed alliance and refused to mix. 
Yet the Emperor must be obeyed; for his will is 
final. 

Tsi Moo. Tis not sweet enough. (Sipping her 
tea) Another honeysuckle leaf for my tea. 

Ting Ling. (Looking into the jar) Little pig! 
Thou hast emptied the sweetmeats jar ! 

KwAN Yu. (Approaching the table) My cares 
lie lightly on their hearts. (To them) Where is my 
little one ? 

Tsi Moo. Our sister, Ko Ngai, went abroad 
quite early to the house of her singing-master. He 
is teaching her a new song. 

KwAN Yu. A new song for my skylark! Let 
her sing while she may. To-morrow, if I fail, her 
lips will be mute. Let there be music while the bell 
IS poured; her song shall keep the courage in my 
breast. (Turning to the balcony) I think I see her 
coming through the gate. 

Tsi Moo. (Derisively) Skylark indeed ! A sky- 
lark soars up high in air and flings its notes against 
the blue, and still we hear its song below. But Ko 
Ngai's voice is small and weak, so tiny you must 
bend your ear to take it in. 

Ting Ling. A chirping merely^ not a singing, — 
a sparrow in the hedge — 

Twittering, twittering, tra la la, 
Twittering, twittering, tra la la I 



8 THE SINGING SOUL 

(They both laugh heartily. Ko Ngai appears in the 
doorway. Her hair hangs low over her shoulders, 
she carries a samosen and holds a parasol over her 
head) 

Tsi Moo. Ssh! Here comes our soi^-bird! 
CKo Ngai goes at once to her father and touches 
him lightly on the shoulder) 

Ko Ngai. (Bowing as she turns) Most august 
lord and father, a good-day to you ! 

KwAN Yu. (Holding out his hands in welcome) 
My child, you have stayed too long. I missed your 
happy presence in the house. Come here to me. 
(They sit on the bench at l.) 

Ko Ngai. The master kept me past the hour to 
teach me a new song. I told him you were troubled 
here of late; I wished to learn a tune — sl gay and 
merry one — ^to drive your cares away. Listen while 
I sing it for you. (Thrumming her samosen and 
singing) 

"In the land of the wild, white rose, 
Where the swift Ho-ang-ho river flows, 
I sing while I play 
And the hours slip away 
In the land of the wild, white rose." 

(During the song the sisters mimic her, beating time 
with their fans) 

Ting Ling and Tsi Moo. (At the tea-table) 
Tweedle-dee, tweedle-dee, tweedledum 

Ko Ngai. (To her father, who nods his head 
approvingly during the song) Is it not a pretty 
tune? The master says my voice is growing 
stronger. He has promised that some day I shall 
go to the palace and sing for the Emperor. (Rising 
and coming forward with hands clasped) Oh, I 
want to be a Voice — a ringing Voice — a Voice that 
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sMI sound through the ages! (The sisters burst 
ihSo loud laughter. Ko Ngai turns to look at fhem 
wvith a grieved expression, then she puts her hands 
to her eyes, and runs out) 

KwAN Yu. (Approaching his daughters angrily) 
Let her be ! You x>lague your sister far too mudi^ 
All day you two sit idly drinking tea, painting your 
cheeks and lips, while she embroiders storks and 
pelicans, and sings with every stitch. Out mth you f 
("Tsi Moo and Ting Ling rise hastily, and exit with 
their fans to their faces . Yen enters. He bears a 
scroll of yellow silk, printed in red letters, and 
sealed with the Dragon Seal Bows and hands it t<r 
the mandarin) 

Yen. (Bowing) The Celestially August Yung 
Loh, Son of Heaven, Emperor of Peking, sends this 
message. C Yen hands Kwan Yu a scroll on yellow 
sUk printed in red letters) 

Kwan Yu. (Reads cdoud) "Twice thou hast 
betrayed the faith we placed in thee when entrust- 
ing to thy hands the making of the great bell. If 
thou fail a third time to complete the task, thy head 
shall smile from a bamboo pole. Tremble and 
obey.'* 

Kwan Yu. (Despairingly) The Son of Heaven 
is angry ! If I fail to fill the contract, my life will 
be the price. 

Yen. The bearer of the letter moreover in- 
formed me that fhe Emperor is now at the temple 
offering prayers to Shang-ti the God above, from 
whence he will come himself to see the deed accom- 
plished. 

Kwan Yu. (Agitated) The Emperor wiB come 
heref (Turning to the balcony) Make haste that 
everything be ready. Hie fires must be lighted and 
the metals fused. 

Yen. Even now the funiiaoe roars. The men 
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work night and day and rest not, knowing how im- 
portant is the task. Yet still I fear the outcome. . . . 
Master, is there nothing lacking in the alloy ? 

KwAN Yu. All has been done exactly as the 
Emperor ordered. 

Yen. But Yung Loh is not an alchemist ; what 
knows he of making bells ? There was a wise man 
at the gate this morning asking to speak with you, 
but I told him you were at prayers and must not 
be disturbed. He said the warring metals will not 
mix till a fifth substance be added. 

KwAN Yu. (Impatiently) These meddling 
graybeards all would give advice. The formula is 
thus and so, we cannot change it now. (Pointing 
to the tec^table) Take these away, and make room 
for the Emperor, f Yen clears the table and goes 
out, KwAN Yu stares gloomily at the edict in his 
hand, Ko Ngai enters excitedly) 

Ko Ngai. Father, a palanquin stops in the court- 
yard borne by men in the livery of the palace. Do 
you suppose the Emperor has come to hear me sing? 
fKwAN Yu silently hands her the message; she 
reads) "Your head shall smile from a bamboo 
polef' You cannot kyj! This time the bell must 
sound ! ^^ 

KwAN Yu. I pray it may. In an hour we shall 
know. I fear the temper of Yung Loh. He has 
been patient and long-suffering. . . . Oh, that I had 
not boasted of my skill! (There is a crash of 
cymbals announcing that the Emperor is at the 
door) 

Ko Ngai. (With her arms around Kwan Yu^ 
Father, I feel you tremblix^. The Emperor must 
not sec you thus afraid, or he will think you have 
no confidence in your skill. Go upon the balcony 
while I speak to him. 

KwAN Yu.. (Hesitating) But it is not seemly 
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that you, my daughter, should ,b^ left alone with a 
man, even though he be the Emperor. 

Kg Ngai. I shall assuage his wrath with my 
song. (Leading him out through the door to balcony 
at L. Kno Ngai seats herself on the floor beside 
the bench at l,, and takes up her samosen. When 
Yung Loh enters, conducted by Yen, she bows her 
head to the ground three times without rising) 

Yen. The Illustrious ^mperor Yung Loh would 
speak with.Kwan Yu. (Exit Yen^ , 

Kg Ngai. Celestially August One, my father 
shall be notified. He is meditating alone, preparing 
himself for this hour. 

Yung Lgh, (Regarding her with interest) You 
are Kwan Yu's daughter ? 

Kg Ngai. (Bowing) Ko Ngai, the youngest of 
three. 

Yung Loh. Ah ! The singing girl whose name 
is in the mouth of poets ! (Holding out his hand) 
Luscious One, I greet you. Rise. (He helps her to 
her feet and, seating himself on the bench l., en- 
deavors to draw her down beside him) Sit here, 
that I may see you on a level with my eyes. 

Ko Ngai. (Holding her fan before her face) 
One may not look unafraid into the eyes of the Son 
of Heaven. 

Yung, Loh. Then I shall put a cloud between 
us. (Draws a strand of her hair across his face) 
Hpw dark the cloud is, and how charged with per- 
fume! 

Ko Ngai. Does the Son of Heaven look angry 
behind the, cloud? 

YungLoh. And if he were? 

Ko Ngai. The fire of his glance would scorch 
my locks and shrivel them to ashes ; but if he smiles, 
'twill make them grow like new gjrass under a spring 
sky. ' ' 
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Yung Loh. Tis hot bdifaid tfiis doiid. I 
smodier m it You wes^r it for a wfaSe. 

Kg Ngai. (Obeyimg him) Is that better? 

Yung Loh. No, I like it less, for now I catmot 
see yoor face, though I catch a glinqMe of shining 
eyes, and teeth like rioe-pearls gleaming through the 
lattice. . . . Are you smiling? 

Ko Ngai. No, no, alas ! The doud is dropping 
rain. 

YtJNG Loh. Why do you weq) ? 

Ko Ngai. Because the Son of Heaven is angry 
with my father and threatens his life. Would lliat 
I could sing his anger away I 

Yung Loh. You may try, little bird. /Ko Ngai 
picks up her samosen, cmd begins to sing) 

''In the land of the wild, white rose, 
Where the swift Ho-ang*ho river flows, 
I sing while I play 
As the hours sup away 
In tfie land of tne wild, white rose.** 

Ko Ngai. Does the son^ please you ? 

Yung Loh. I was not Usteoing. 

Ko Ngai. The En^ror was not listening! 

YungLoh. (Leammg toward her) I was watch- 
ing your lotus Ups. • . . Your dieeks are Hke the 
almond blosscMns— your breath is hicense. . . . 
CYen enters, bowing) 

Yen. (To Ko NgaiJ I sedc your honourable 
father. An old man waits at the gate, the same 
who came tiiis morning, demanding to be heard. He 
has a secret formula he would impart to him con- 
cerning the casting of the bdl, whioi he says will in- 
sure its success. 

Ko Ngai. Bring him m. (To the EuvvMOti) A 
stranger hegs an audience, and if he knew your 
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Eeseaee kere, fear would tie hU toatpjut. WOU the 
Dperar condescend to 9b9eat himsdf t while? 

Yung Lob. If your visitor stay not too Ion;, — 
for I have more to say to you. (Yung Loh goes 
out upon balcony. Ybk brings m ike wiso mnni, Pao 
Chsn. Yen bows and retires) 

Pao Chen. I would speak with Kwan Yu. 

Ko Ngai. He is troubled and mnst not be dis* 
turbed. Let me take the message. 

Pao Chen. You would not understand* 

Ko Ngai. ' Transcendingly Wise One, you are a 
student of the stars who has read my fadier's horo- 
scope and know the doom that threatens him. But 
Kwan Yu has no faith in prophets ; he reCes alone 
in the cunning of his hanos. He will not listen to 
you. Tell it to me. 

Pao Chen. (Tracing wUh his finger on the chart 
in his hand) I have consulted uie Starry Oracles 
and the Hve Principles of the Universe. I have 
marked the aspect of the Silver Stream, some call 
the Milky Way, and followed the Yellow Road 
marked by the Signs of the Zodiac. . . . And there 
I read that the stars are angry tuith Kwan Yu. 

Ko Ngai. The stars are angry with my father? 

Pao Chen. (Nodding) They are wroth that he, 
in his bold ambition, should propose to make a bdl 
of such a mighty tone, that its sound shall reach the 
skies, and jar the constellations in tibeir spheres. 

Ko Ngai. Alas t is there no offering we can make 
— no sacrifice that will appease? A bullock two 
years old or a ewe lamb my father will {dace on the 
altar. 

Pao Chen. The blood of she^ or bullock will 
not placate them. . . . Yet there is a way to con* 
quer their displeasure. 

Ko Ngai. OH, tell me by what way ? 

Pao Chen. This misbegotten thii^ which ao of* 
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fend^'tlfeir heavenly ears jnust be Ve-made'intq an 
instruiilmt of perfe<ft sound, its dissonance changed 
to heavenly harmonies. , . . The bell must find a 
joul. 

Ko Ngai. The bell -must find a soul? 

pAO Chen, (Nodding) A white souIt— a singing 
soul — a soul turned to the Infinite. Kwan Yu must 
propitiate the stars. fPAO Chek bows and goes out 
at^.} . " ■ . 

Ko Ngai. (Repeating to herself } The stars are 
angry. , . . The Eniperor was angryj and I sang to 
him.' (Siising her samasen and starting toward the 
door) I will sing to the stars! (Shaking her head) 
No, 'tis no use! In an hour the bell will be cast — 
before the sun is set — before the stars come out. 
And no one knows where they tarry by day. ... I 
must go at once and tell my father what the Wise 
Man has said. (Ko "^cai starts to leave the room at 
8. but the Emperor intercepts her) 

Yung Loh. Has your beg^r gone? 

Ko NgaI. He was no b^^r, but a soothsayer 
with a warning. The stars are offended with Kwan 
Yu, that he should dare to make this bell, .whose 
voice will speak so loud that even they must listen. 

Yung Loh. The stars are offended ? Then 'tis 
with me, for I conceived the plan. Your father is 
but the instrument. 

Ko NgAi. (Eagerly) Then if you willed it, you 
can still undo it. Give up this daring scheme which 
mocks the gods, and be content vi ' ' ' 

Yung Loh. ... The bell i; 
When I ascended the Dragon thrc 
of hope, I"had' a vision of what t 
if wars should cease. My predece 
rior men who ruled by force of 
youth I had a teacher, a philosof 
miS'in the^ v^isdo'm of the prophc 
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tleiH^ and toye,.;, . . So I xescrived ere yet my 
reign bq;an, to pcit afi end to all this usdess; strife 
and sow the seeds of peace throughout the land. I 
first conunanded your father to throw his guns mto 
the meltiQg*pot, and then to oiake the deed remem- 
bered for all time, I ordered him to cast a bell that 
would resound afar and wide, calling the people to- 
gether, welding their hearts into one. . . And on 
the lips of the bell I would have engraved the say- 
ings of Buddha and the wise ones of all times^ ex- 
tolling the glories of peace. . . . But lest the iron 
guns should give the bell too harsh a sound, I had 
it softened with finer metals, deepened with gold, 
sweetened with silver, strengthened with brass. 
Thus the bell would become a mighty Voice, — a 
Voice ringing down through the ages, . . . 

Kg Ngai. (In an awed tone) A Voice ringing 
down through the ages ! . . . But why a bell ? Why 
not a man of eloquent tongue to go throughout your 
kingdom telling of these tilings? 

Yung Loh. I put no trust in men. Their 
tongues may lie, but a bell will always ring 
true. 

Kg Ngai. Then the work must go on ? 

Yung Loh. If peace is to come — ^if wars are to 
cease. 

Kg Ngai. And if it fails — my father dies? 

Yung Loh. What the Emperor has decreed can- 
not be changed. Yet I may delay the task. My 
reign is young — ^there are years ahead in which to do 
the deed. 

Kg Ngai. Then you tc/tf/ put it off ? 

Yung Loh. (After a pause) On one condition. 
That you give yourself as hostage. 

Kg Ngai. (Surprised) I — a mandarin's daugh* 
ter — ^to sit at your side on the Dragon throne? It 
would frighten the song in my throat 
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YtfNG iiOH. Net oii th^ dirone wbet^ oMt tt 
state engfOM my imiid, YM iti the palace garden 
when the dtiy i« dOhe. There I wtiu^ have you,— 
yott afid your sMg. 

Ko NoAi. (DeligMed) My irrhh hai come true ! 
I shall go to the palaee and sitig^ before the Emperor ! 
. . Then my voice pleases you? 

Yung Loh. Your voice? Oh, your voice is 
snwet and deli<^te 

KoNgai. (Disappointed) DeHoitet 

YuKG LoH. As a wind-bell tfnkUng in the 
breeze, but dear as a bird's note. Come to my gar- 
den of perpetual spring, and we shall sit together 
under the banyan tree, waiting for tfie moon. My 
garden now is beautiful but mute ; it needs a night- 
ingale. Your song will make me forget this dream 
of kings. 

Ko Ngai. (Troubled) Forget your dream ? 

Yung Loh. Why not? Love is for life's morn- 
ing ; these sterner tasks for middle age. Fame shall 
wait ori love. 

Ko Ngai. (Hesitating) But the peace— the 
peace that is to be ! 

Yung Loh. I shall find it in your arms f 

Ko Ngai. And the sound of men fighting . . . 

Yung Loh. We shall not hear it — shut in by 
garden walls. 

Ko Ngai. (Earnestly) Oh, do not give up your 
dream f 

Yung Loh. (Coming close to her) I see a 
fairer dream before me. My mind is on this hour. 

Ko Ngai. (Moving apart) And mine is on eter- 
nities. (Turning quickly toward the balcony) But 
I have forgotten my father. (Leans and looks down 
upon the cdurtyard — draws back) Too late to warn 
him now. They make ready for the casting. 
(Stands irresolute) 
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Yung Loh. (Eagerly) There is still time. I 
-will watch the ceremony below in the courtyard. If 
you take my offer, cast your slipper from the bal- 
cony and I will stay your father's hand, ere yet he 
gives the signal. ('Yung Loh leaves by the bal- 
cony, Ko Nqai stands looking down upon the 
scene below, while the red light from the furnace 
fires illumines her face) 

Ko Ngai. (Drawing back — afraid) How the 
metals hiss and bubble in the cauldron! The hot 
lava spurts upward as though to escape the flames 
which leap to embrace it. . . . How it lashes itself 
to a frenzy like a creature unsatisfied — ^seeking that 
which is lacking. . . . (With a sudden impulse she 
removes the slipper from her foot and holds it out 
in an attitude of supplication) Ye gods who deny 
us your sanction, — ^behold a sacrifice! This token 
which my heart would cast at the feet of the Em- 
peror I give that the flames may consume it. His 
love will I forget if you will but bless the task and 
make his dream of peace a reality. (Tosses the 
slipper from the balcony — waits. Resignedly) Tis 
no use. The gods make no answer. The Wise Man 
has spoken. The bell must find a soul — z soul in 
tune with the Infinite. . . . Shall I be a wind-bell 
blown by every breeze in the Emperor's garden, or 
shall I be a Voice, a Voice ringing down through 
the ages? The stars shall be satisfied! (TCo Ngai 
turns quickly zvith arms upraised and leaps from 
the balcony. There is a hissing sound, followed by 
the wailing of the crowd as her white body enters 
the molten mass) 

^YuNG Loh enters, overcome, with the slipper in 
his hand, accompanied by Pao Chen) 

Yung Loh. I sought to catch her as she leaped 
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and came away with this. . . . Was it for the 
dream's sake, or to save her father's head ? 

Pao Chen. Her soul went singing to the end, 
ard singing it shall live again in the toning bell. 

Yung iXh. (With his eyes still on the slipper) 
The nightingale is no morel My garden shall re- 
main forever mute. 
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THE REJUVENATION OF AUNT MARY. 

The famous comedr in three acU, by Anne Warner. 1 males. 4 
females. Three interior scenes. Costumes modem. Plays t% hours. 

This is a grenuinely funny comedy with splendid parts for "Aunt 
Mary," "Jack," her lively nephew; "Lucinda," a New England an- 
cient maid of all work; ^Vack's" three chums; the Girl ••Jack" loves; 
"Joshua," Aunt Mary's hired man, etc. 

"Aunt Mary" was played by May Robson in New York and on tour 
for over two years, and it is sure to be a big success wherever pro- 
dneed. We strongly recommend it Price, 60 Cents. 



MRS. BUMSTEAD-LEIGH. 

A pleasing comedy, in three acts, by Harry James Smith, author of 
**The Tailor-Made Man." 6 males, 6 females. One interior scene. 
Costumes modem. Plays 2^ hours. 

, Mr. Smith chose for his initial comedy the complications arising 
from the endeavors of a social climber to land herself in the altitude 
peopled by hyphenated names — a theme permitting innumerable com- 
plications, according to the spirit of the writer. 

This most successful comedy was toured for several seasons by Mrs. 
Piske with enormous success. Price, 60 Cents. 



MRS. TEMPLE'S TELEGRAM. 

A most successful farce in three acts, by Frank Wyatt and Wil- 
liam Morris. 5 males, 4 females. One interior scene stands through- 
out the three acts. Costumes modem. Plays 2^ hours. 

"Mrs. Temple's Telegram" is a sprightly farce in which there is 
an abundance of fun without any taint of impropriety or anv ele- 
ment of offence. As noticed by Sir Walter Scott, "Oh, what a 
tangled web we weave when first we practice to deceive." 

There is not a dull moment in the entire farce, and from the time 
the curtain rises until it makes the final drop uie fun is fast and 
furious. A very cxcq;>tional farce. Price, 60 Cents. 



THE NEW CO-ED. 

A comedy in four acts, by Marie Doran, author of "Tempest and 
Sunshine," etc. Characters, 4 males, 7 females, though anv number 
of boys and girls can be introduced in the actim of the play. One 
interior and one exterior scene, but can be easilv played in one inte- 
rior scene. Costumes modern. Time, about 2 hours. 

The theme of this play is the coming of a new student to the col- 
lege, her reception by the scholars, her trials and final triumph. 

There are three especially ffood girls' parts, Letty, Madge and 
Estelle, but the others have plenty to do. "Punch" Doolittle and 
George Washington Watts, a gentleman of color, are two particularly 
ood comedy oiaracters. We can strongly recommend "The New 
Ed" to high schools and amateurs. Price, 30 Cuits. 
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The Return of Hi Jinks 



A comedy in four adi^ hy Karioa Shorti utthor of 'nThc Vanilj 
Coach/' "The Toach-Dowm," etc. 6 melee, 8 femalee. Coetumee 
modern. One interior loene. 

This comedy ia leiinded vfgp. and elaborated from a farce cemedr 
in two acte written hy J. H. Boita, and originatty produced at Tuft^ 
College. 

Hiram Poynter Jinke^ a Junior in Hoosic Cellese (Willie Collier 
tyi>e), and a young movtnff^Beture actress (Mary JPidaord type), are 
the leading characters in this fiTcly, modem farce. 

Thomas Hodge, a Senior, euTious of the pofiularity of Jinks, wishes 
to think up a scneme to throw ridicule upon him durin]; a visit of 
the Hoosic Glee Club to Jinks's home town. Jinks has obligingly acted 
as a one-day substitute in a moving picture play, in which there is a 
£re scene, and this gives Hodge hts cue. He sendi what seems to 
be a bona fide account of Jink's heroism at a Hooeic fire to Jink's 
home paper. Instead of repudiating his laurels as expected, Jinks 
decides to take a fiyer in fame, counrms the fake story, confesses to 
being a hero and is adoredl by all the girls, to tiw chagrin and dia- 
comfiture of Hodge. Of course, the truth comes out at last, bat 
Jinks is not hurt thereby;, and his romance with Mimi Maynower 
comes to a successful termination. 

This is a great comedy for amateurs. It is full ef funny situations 
and is sure to please. Price, 30 Centat, 
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A most successful comedy-drama in four acts, by Marie Doraa* 
author of "The New Co-Ed," "Tempest and Sunshine," "Dorothy'a 
Neighbors/' etc. 4 males, 8 females. One interior scene. Costumes 
modem. Plays 2^ hours. 

Thfs play has a very interesting group of young people. June ia 
an appealing little figure, an orphan living with her atmt. There are 
« number of delightful, life-like characters: the sorely tried likeable 
Mrs. Hopkins, the amusine, haughty Miss Banks of the glove depart- 
ment, the lively Tilly and Milly, who work in the store, and ambitious 
Snoozer: Mrs. Hopkins's only son, who aspires to be President of the 
United States, but finds his real sphere is running the local trolley 
car. The play is simplicity itself in the telling of an every-day story, 
and the scenic remiirements call for only one set^ a room in the 
boarding house of Mrs. Hopkins, while an opportunity is afforded ta 
introduce any number of extra characters. Musical numbers may be 
introduced, if desired. Price, 30 Cents. 

Tempest and Sunshine 

A comedy drama in four acts, by Marie Doran. S males and 3 
females. Chie exterior and three interior scenes. Plays about 2 hours. 

Every school girl has revelled in the sweet simplicity and gentle- 
ness of the characters interwoven in the charms that Mauy J. Holmet 
commands in her story of "Tempest and Sunshine." We can strongly 
recommend this play as one of tht best plays for high school pro- 
duction published ia recent years. Price, 30 C«ita. 

(The Above Are Subject to Royalty When Produced) 
SAMUEL FRENCH, 28-30 ^^ est 38th Street. New York City 

Nnr aai Expiictt Dsscrifitlva Catalogue Mailed Free ob Rt^tiuf 
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The Touch-Down 

A eomedy in four acta, by Marion Short. 8 males, 6 femalei, but 
mmy ntMiber of duM^actert can be introdnced in the enaemhlet. Co»- 
tttmet modem. Oii.c interior scene throughont the play. Time, 2^ 
hovrs. 

This play, writtoi for the use of clever amateurs, is the story of 
life in Stadell, a PennnrlTania co-educational college. It deals with 
the vicissitudes and final trium|;>h of the Siddell Football Eleven, and 
the humorous and dramatic incidents connected therewith. 

"The Touch-Down" has the true varsity atmosphere, college songs 
are sung, and the piece is lively and entertaining throughout. High 
schools will make no mistake in producing this play. We strongly 
recommend it sm a high-class and well-written comedy. 

Price, 30 Ccnt&. 

Hurry, Htirry^ Hurry 

A comedy in three acts, by LeRoy Arnold. 5 males, 4 females. 
One interior scene. Costumes modem. Plays 2ii hours. 

The story is based on the will of an eccentric aunt. It stipulates 
that her pretty niece must be affianced before she is twenty-one, and 
married to her fiahcd within a year, if she is to get her spmster 
relative's million. Father has nice notions of honor and fails to tell 
daughter about the will, so that she may make her choice untram- 
meled by any other consideration than that of true love. The action 
all takes place in the eveniiM^ the midnight of which will see her 
reach twenty-one. Time is therefore short, and it is hurry, hurry, 
hurry, if she is to become engaged and thus save her father from 
impending bankruptcy. 

The situations are intrinsically funny and the diadog^ue is sprightly. 
The characters are natural and unaffected and the action moves with • 
a snap such as i^ould be expected from its title. Pricet 30 Cents. 

The Varsity Coach 

A three-act plav of college life, b^ Marion Short, spedally adapted 
to performance by amateurs or high school students. 5 males 6 
females, but any number of boys and girls may be introduced in the 
action of the play. Two settings necessary, a college boy's room and 
the university campus. Time, about 2 hours. 

Like many another college boy, "Bob" Selby, an all-round popular 
college man, becomes possessed of the idea that athletic prowess is 
more to be desired than scholarship. He is surprised in the midst of 
a "spread" in his room in Regatta week by a visit from his aunt 
who IS putting htm through college. Aunt Serena, "a lady of the old 
school and the dearest little woman in the whole world," has hastened 
to make this visit to her adored nephew under the mistaken impression 
that he is about to receive the Fellowes prize for scholarship. Her 

Srief and chagrin when she learns that instead of the prize Robert 
as received "a pink card," which is equivalent to suspension for poor 
scholarship, gives a touch of pathos to an otherwise jolly comedy of 
college lite. How the repentant Robert more than redeems himself, 
carries off honors at the last, and in the end wins Ruth, the faithful 
little sweetheart of the "Prom" and the classroom, makes a story of 
dramatic interest and brings out very clearly certain phases of modern 
college life. There are several opportunities for the introduction of 
college songs and "stunta" . Price, 30 Cents. 
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anconinuin ikill. and itwuDd) with clever linta. 
■nccCH. Aiiuleur* vrill find thit cooirdy eujr 
T with 4)1 Bodtencea. Price, 60 Cent*. 

NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH. 

A cnmedy in 3 acU. Bt June* Montgomeri'. 5 males. 6 femalei. 
CcBtuines. modern. Two interior icenes. Pla^s 2'A hours, 

1> it poMible to tell Ibe *b»lute Irnth — even for twemy-fmir hourif 
It if—it lent Bob Bennett, the hero of "Nothing Hut the Trtith." 
■ocompliibrd the Fenl. The bet he made »i1b hi< bu-'-^en i>arl"rrs. 
nd the trouble he got into— with hii partners, his friend), and hi) 
fiancfr— thi" is the lubjrM M Willirim Cpllier'a tremcnions cnmeHy 
hit. '■NolbiDg But the Truth" can be whole-heartedly recominended 
■• one of the most qirishllyi amuiing and popular comedies that thit 
■oDDtir can boast. Price, 60 Cents. 

IN WALKED JIMMY. 

A comedj in 4 acts, by Minnie Z. JafFa. ID males, 2 females [al- 
though any DumbeT of males and females mar be ased as clerks, 
etc.). Two interior scenes. Costumes, modem. Plays 2yi boun. 
The IhioK itilo which Jimmy walked was a brolien-down Bhoe factorj. 
when the clerks had all heel fiied, and when the proprietor wai: in 
serious eontsmplation of suicide. 

JimniT, nothing else but plain Jimmy, would have been a mysterious 

bis everlasting huraanness He put the sbne business on its feet, won 
the heart of lie girl clerk saved her erring brother from jail, escaped 
""* "' '^---'itW house himself, and (ofled the 
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